great encouragement from him. In fact the very sense of things I had
been feeling as rebellion was at work in him.
He was absorbed in what seemed extravagant worship of Wagner at the
time. I could not share this but I could understand. He would often try to
sing the leitmotifs for me and describe the scenes to which they belonged^
as he sat at my drawing board. He adored Whitman, as I did. And, explain
it however you can, was deep in Herbert Spencer. He gave Spencer's Syn-
thetic Philosophy to me to take home and read. He himself had just
written Inspiration. He read it to me, I thought it had a kind of baying at
the moon. Again too sentimental.
I never liked his writing in those early days. Here again was this in-
sidious sentimentality showing even in him. What had been suspicion
now began to ripen into rebellion against sentimentality in general.
Soon, the Auditorium finished, other work came on—Pueblo Opera
House (since burned down), Salt Lake City Hotel, foundations laid, but
never built—one of the office tragedies. I worked hard on the plans with
him.
From the very beginning my T-square and triangle were easy media of
expression for my geometrical sense of things. But, at the time, Sullivan-
ian ornament was efflorescence pure and simple. Mr. Sullivan would still
talk of John Edelman. He had known him in Paris and had visited him in
New York. John Edelman was his most respected critic, not to say teacher.
I conceived a respect for Edelman, knowing no more than this about him.
I have a number of drawings made by Louis Sullivan in Paris and dedi-
cated to John Edelman.
Whenever the Master would rely upon me for a detail I would mingle
his sensuous efflorescence with some geometric design, because, I sup-
pose, I could do nothing else so well. And, too, that way of working to me
seemed to bold the surface, give needed contrast, be more architectural.
Again—less sentimental. But I couldn't say this to him and I wasn't sure.
Often he would pick me up on this point—and try to 'bring me alive',
as he said, until I could make designs in his manner so well that toward the
end of his life he would sometimes mistake my drawings for his own.
I became a good pencil in the Master's hand, and at a time when he
sorely needed one. And because I could be this to him he had more free-
dom now than he had enjoyed before.
At this time Healy and Millet were his comrades. The three men had
known one another in Paris. Sullivan spent much of his time in their
company and in the company of Larry Donovan of the 'Yale and Towne'.
CATHERINE
About this time (I was now twenty) I wanted to marry. I told him so.
* Who is the girl?'
CA young girl—still in Hyde Park High School—Catherine. She's
seventeen years old. I met her at All Souls Church.'
cAh-ha!Sosoon.'
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